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"Never mind!  Do you know the song?"

"I did once."

"There's a spare sheet over there," said Anne
Caversham, with royal calm.

Lady Sheen, by the pianoforte, had an air of amuse-
ment. He gave way.

"I don't mind trying/' he conceded.

Somehow or other they all managed to come in at
the points fixed by the composer. And Norton turned
out after all to have quite a good bass voice. When it
was over, Anne Caversham favoured him with a cool,
half-smiling nod of approval. He was the lion of the
occasion. . . .

Another picture of that time concerns a day when
Lady Mauldeth went down to Mortlake on a sick-visit.
Lady Mauldeth was not given to sick-visiting. If
people were ill it was, in her view, generally their own
fault. So that some other reason must be discovered
Jpr this journey of hers to Mortlake. Possibly the fine
morning tempted'her to take a long drive; perhaps
it was that her son, young Richard Langley, seemed to
have fallen into something suspiciously like love with
Kathy, and that she wished on this account to spy out
the land: Lady Mauldeth's reasons were never easy
to locate, and the real one may have been something
quite different.

Lady Sheen had had one of her periodic "attacks",
but, at the moment when the Mauldeth greys came
to a halt outside the front door, she was practically
well again; so that in due course, the visit over, she
accompanied her caller through the entrance hall
with the polite idea of speeding the parting guest as
amiably as possible. Though it may not have been
politeness only. There was little in common between